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Coconut dream 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little Babytallica one-shot, inspired by what Scott lan wrote in his autobiography about the days when 


Metallica were staying at the Music Building in Jamaica, Queens, for the recording of "Kill'em all". 


Eternal gratitude to BneJovi for betaing my scribble! You're the best! 


You don't know what you got till it's gone. And you don't realize how much you are accustomed to the 


achievements of modern civilization until you don't have access to them for a while. 

Like showers. 

Especially when you're sharing a tiny sleazy shack of a room with three other men of about or barely twenty 
years, even if they're your best friends and bandmates. After a while, living like a bunch of cavemen wasn't 


fun anymore. 


So Lars and James were more than grateful when Scott lan, guitarist of the band Anthrax that rehearsed at 


the same building like Metallica, offered them to take them to his apartment in Queens to take a shower after 


more than a week. His mother's apartment, to be precise, where he still lived in a small room. 

It felt like being reborn. The only disadvantage was that it was pretty late at night when they got back to the 
rehearsal room, and their bandmates were already fast asleep. So no partying today, unless they wanted to get 
into trouble with the other two. 

After a nightcap in the form of the last two lukewarm cans of Bud, they lay down on their two dirty old 
mattresses, which lay cramped side by side in one corner of the room. It had been a long day, and for a 


change both of them wanted nothing more than to fall asleep as soon as possible. 


After a while, Lars noticed James’ sniffing. James' head was close to Lars' and he had his nose in the other 


one's hair. 

"Are you smelling my hair, dude?" 

"You smell like a chick" 

"That's the shampoo." 

"Didn't you use Scott's shower gel?" 

"No, because some dumbass put it on the top shelf after he showered and | couldn't reach it." 
"So?" 

"So | used the other bottle." 

"You used his mom's shampoo?" 

"So what? Shut up and sleep, dick" 


James couldn't stop giggling, and Lars shoved an elbow in his direction. After a few more muffled noises, the 


room fell silent. 

Lars was sure he had been sleeping for a while when he woke up again and noticed James breathing heavily, 
although he seemed to try to stifle it. There was also another sound further down, a rustling of the blanket, 
and Lars could sense a rhythmical movement on the mattress beside him. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Lars whispered quietly. 


The movement stopped immediately. James pretended to be asleep and held his breath. 


"I know you're not sleeping." 

Silence. 

"Are you doing what | think I'm doing?" 

Silence. 

"No.." James sounded like a little kid. 

"Yeah, right." Lars chuckled. 

He was pretty sure he caught his friend jacking off. What a great opportunity to crack some mischievous jokes 
tomorrow! Lars and grinned in the dark pondered over what he could say to James in front of the others to 


get the best reaction when he realized with surprise that he was getting a boner. 


All of a sudden the mental image of James masturbating didn't seem ridiculous to him anymore, it was.. so 


fucking hot 

His own hand situated on his belly started to move further south. No doubt. If he was honest with himself, 
this wasn't the first time that he got a funny feeling down there because of James. Should he be worried 
about this? 

The daredevil part of his brain decided to take control. 

"Hey..." Lars nudged James at the shoulder. 

"Let me sleep, okay?" 


Its nothing to be ashamed of" 


"Man." James turned around to face Lars. It was nearly dark, but Lars was able to see his sullen gaze. "It's 


been a while, okay? And it isn't easy to lie next to you when you look and smell like a girl" 
"You're turned on by the smell of that coconut shampoo?" 
"Shut up if you don't want to get your ass kicked tomorrow!" James hissed. 


Lars did shut up. But a few minutes later a small hand suddenly appeared out of nowhere, touching James' 


cheek tenderly. 


Within a split second, James’ hand snapped around Lars’ wrist like an iron bear trap and squeezed hard. 


"Hey, faggot! You...” 

His eyes locked with Lars’ and he paused. But he didn't push Lars' hand away either. Lars moved his fingers on 
James’ cheek a little, until James loosened his grip, but didn't let go. Lars scooted closer to James until their 
noses were only an inch apart. 


"No one needs to know." 


Lars whispered and leaned in for a shy but inviting kiss. He felt his blood pulsing in his ears. James was 
completely paralyzed, obviously overwhelmed by what was just happening. 


The sensation of Lars warm and soft lips on his were processed in James’ brain in slow motion 


Pleasant/Unpleasant? Hold still/Pull away? Kiss back/Kill him? System error.. 


He breathed in deep after realizing he'd been holding his breath for a while, and again the sweet scent of 


coconut and tropical fruit clouded his senses. 
No one needs to know.’ 
The temptation became unbearable. 


Lars' fingers were still stroking his cheek when he broke the kiss and looked at James expectantly. Time 


seemed to stand still for the two young men who were about to cross a line in their friendship. 
After what felt like an eternity, Lars saw that James slowly started to move towards him. 
"If you tell anyone, you're dead" The threat and James’ low voice sent another tingle to Lars' nether regions. 


| know," Lars whispered and smiled before their lips met again, less hesitant this time. He felt his tall blonde 
friend shiver a little, a sensation which sent little sparks of electricity through his entire body. 


James broke the kiss again. His chest was heaving and Lars found it almost endearing how shy and ashamed he 
suddenly sounded when he asked: 


"What are we.. gonna do?" 


"l'Il just continue what you've been doing to yourself and you do the same to me," Lars suggested without 


further a-do, hoping that James wouldn't back out. 


He could tell that James had "I ain't touching that on the tip of his tongue, but instead, they just kept staring 


at each other wordlessly. 


As usual, Lars got tired of James’ indecisiveness in the end. He wriggled his hand free of James’ grip and 


moved it downwards underneath the blanket. James’ fingers, in turn, came to rest on Lars’ collarbone. For a 
moment Lars deliberated whether his own fingers were too cold or too sweaty for what he was about to do, 
then he discarded the thought. It was now or never. 


The muffled groan from James when Lars’ small palm touched his rock hard cock through his briefs assured 
him that James didn’t care anyway. 


"Shhh!" They froze in motion for a second to listen if Cliff or Kirk might have woken up. When Lars was sure 
that they were still fast asleep, he began to move his hand up and down slowly, making James penis twitch as 
a result. 

"Oh, come on!" James hissed full of impatience and reached down to wriggle out of his pants, then guided Lars’ 
hand back and curled Lars’ fingers around his length. He starting pumping with his big hand wrapped around 
Lars‘, showing him the rhythm he needed. 


Then James took his hand away and Lars continued, watching James tense and desperately try not to make too 


much noise. 

It didn't take long. When you're 19 years old, your goal isn't to prolong the pleasure, it's to get to the top at 
full speed And James still had the pressure inside him from when Lars had interrupted him twenty minutes 
ago. Lars felt the warm fluid explode from his friend's cock all over his hand, James’ belly and - inevitably - 
the blanket and the mattress. 

Shit. 

Cum first, think later. 


James was unable to move for a couple seconds, enjoying the afterglow of his release. Then he was taken out 
of his trance by Lars' attempt to wipe his hand on James’ thigh. 


"Hey, stop that!" 
"How am | supposed to get rid of that stuff? | only have one towel and l'm not gonna soil it with your jizz!" 
"Take my Sabbath shirt over there, we can wash it at Scotts." 


Lars did as he was told, then handed the shirt to James to get rid of the rest of the sticky mess. When he 
was done, the tall blonde slumped back onto the mattress with a content sigh and pulled up the blanket. 


"Ahhh, thanks, man" 


Lars looked at him in astonishment. 


"Uh... you're welcome, but.. | think its my turn now, right?" 

A reluctant grunt could be heard from underneath the blanket. 

"Hey, that's not fair! You said you'd do it!" 

Lars still kept his voice down, but he emphasized his words by poking his finger into the blanket where James 
was lying. He felt a little bit like a kid on a playground who agreed to play cowboys and Indians and suddenly 
realizes that the others won't untie him from the tree as they said. 

He scooted up and pulled the blanket off James’ face. 

"Come on." 

"| never promised you anything." 

"Oh, great! I'll remember that the next time you ask something from me, dickhead." 

They lay on their sides facing each other and holding each other's stubborn gaze. 

Eventually, James whispered: "| don't know if | can do it" 

"Why not? You do it to yourself all the time!" 

"But that's different." 

"ll just take your hand like you took mine and there we go!" 

James inhaled slowly and sighed. 

"Kay." 

Lars took his underpants off in record time, grabbed James' hand and pulled it down toward his groin. 


"Wait a sec," James whispered and indicated Lars to turn his back towards him. "That's a better angle for my 


hand." 


Lars snuggled up to James and tried to find a position for his arms when James' hand slid over his hip and he 
finally wrapped his fingers around Lars' cock. It turned out that he didn't need any further instruction from 
Lars anymore since he set himself to work immediately. His nose was nuzzling Lars’ long silky hair, and the 
scent combined with Lars' muffled gasps caused James’ cock to stir again. He pressed it against the back of 


Lars‘ thigh to get a little friction 


Contrary to his initial doubts, James obviously knew very well what to do, and Lars came soon and with full 
force. His body spasmed violently and he pressed his back against James' chest and belly to make up for the 
inability to scream. 

Shit. The blanket. 

Oh, fuck it. 


They lay still for a while except for their heavy breathing, James still spooning Lars and caressing his thigh, 
lost in thought. 


Finally, Lars broke the silence. He knew James would be uncomfortable to talk too much about it, so he simply 


said: "Wow, that was amazing. Thank you, James!" 
"Nobody's ever gonna know, right?" 
"Nobody. | swear!" 


They fell asleep within seconds. The scent of coconut still lingered in the air. 


The following evening, Scott offered that the other two band members could use the shower at his mom's 


apartment this time, and Cliff and Kirk gladly accepted. 
When they left Cliff asked loud enough for James and Lars to hear: 
"Do you think | could borrow your mom's coconut shampoo? | heard it works miracles!" 


Scott laughed about what he thought was simply one of Cliffs silly jokes, but Cliff looked back over his 


shoulder to see James' and Lars' faces blush with embarrassment before he walked out the door. 


